XX:  BANAIYAN TO THE SEA: THE
LAST   STAGE

ANUARY a8th was spent resting at Banaiyan after
our eighteen days' dash across the central sands - a
<^JJ halt necessary to refresh tired camels and men. We
gathered round the camp-fire at nightfall - it proved to be
the last leisurely session the march afforded - and with the
end of the journey in sight I was able to throw off my
habitual restraint.

My electric torch was a source of wonderment to my
companions. 'Could a strayed or stolen camel be tracked
on a dark night with it ?' that was the crucial question. The
first Badu to place his hand over the lighted end discovered
that there was practically no heat, and brought the miracle
to the notice of his companions. They all followed suit and
when, instead of feeling heat they saw the red hue of blood
and shadowy finger-bones, they burst out in astonished
cries - "There is no god but God. Surely the Sahib's tribe
must be a wonderful people ?' It was idle for me to declare
that I had not made the torch, for did we not make still
more marvellous works - rifles and ammunition!

"Who makes rifles ?' asked one Badu, fondling his own.

'The Infidels/ said another without looking up.

"No/ I corrected them, "we are Believers/

"And if we came to your country, Sahib, would you be
our rabia so that none should harm us ?'

"There is no need for a rabia in my country.'

"But/ said Hamad, " if one should slay me and you were
my rabia what would you do ?"

"But none would slay you. Nobody may carry arms in
my country/
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